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a white silk vestment which falls over his feet and is raised,
as he walks, by two assistants; this garment is only worn
by the Pope on occasions of great state. He wears also the
amice, alb, girdle, a red stole and cope, and a gold mitre.
Divine guidance is solemnly asked and a decree is published
ordering public prayers. The third meeting is attended
by all the Cardinals, Patriarchs, Archbishops, and Bishops in
Rome, and also by every Bishop whose Diocese is within a
hundred miles of Rome. The Pope presides over this meeting,
and, if a written vote results in favour of the canonisation,
His Holiness gives his consent and announces the date on
which the ceremony will be held in the Vatican Basilica.

In the early morning I went through enormous crowds to
St. Peter's. Every door of the church was besieged by men
upon whose white shirt-fronts the morning sun shone strangely,
and by women in black, with mantillas draped on their hair.
Swiss Guards in padded doublets and steel breastplates,
tall red plumes rising from their casques, stood on guard
at the doors, while Papal chamberlains, in white ruff and
black trunk-hose, examined the tickets. There was many a
poignant and heated scene between these Elizabethans and
those unhappy persons who had brought the wrong cards of
admission, or who had forgotten them altogether. To return
and find the right ones would have been useless. It would
be impossible to get through the crowds, even if the doors of
St. Peter's, which are always closed long before a Papal
ceremony begins, had still been open.

One determined woman on the verge of hysterics flung
herself picturesquely on the crossed halberds of two Swiss
guards and tried to force her way in. It was a dramatic
picture, but my appreciation was modified by sympathy for
the woman, who had dressed with great care and had probably
left her ticket behind from sheer nervous excitement. Nothing
could be done; and the last I saw of this poor lady was a tragic
figure in black escorted by two embarrassed but soothing-
chamberlains ; as it disappeared round the corner of a baroque
out-building, the group bore a remarkable resemblance to a
scene from Twelfth Night.